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From Irving's Knickerbocker History
(T EX R AR & % W R S ]

Langunge cannot expresa the awful ire of
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1 set off from Rome on a journey o
Ttussin in midst of w lust
notion that frost and soc

mend the ro!
described aa uncou
northern parts of Germany,
jané@ &nd Livonia, 1 went on b
the most convenient manne:
was but Jightly clothed,
the inconv ca the more
northeast. W
bhave suffersd In that severs wed
ollmate, whom I saw on a Benk commo
in Poland, 1ying on the rond, heipl
ering, and hkardly having whisses
cover his nakedness? I pitind the poor soul]
though I falt the saverity of the air myself,
I threw my mantis over him, &nd immedi-
ately I heard a volce from the heavens,
blessing me for that plece of charity, say-
ing:
“You will bs rewardsd, my son, for this
in time.”

I went on; night and darkness overtook
me. No village was to be sean. The coun-
try was covered with snow, and I was un-
moguuinted with the road

Tired, 1 alighted, and fastened my horee
to something like a polnted stump of a tres
which appeared above the snow; for the
sake of safety I placed my pistols under
my arm, and lald dowm on the snow,
swhete I slept so0 soundly that I d&!d not
open my eres till fall daylicht. It Is not
easy to concalve my astonishment to find
myself in the midst of a villugae, Iying In a
churchyard; nor was my horss to be seen,
but I heard him soon after neigh some-
where above ma. On looking upwards I be-
beld him hanging by hia bridle to the

#olf rather to the greater and nobler oh-
jects of vour ettentlon, horses and dogs,
my favorites in the brute creatlon; also to
foxes, wolves and bears, with which, and
game in general, Nussia abounds more than
any other part of the world; and to such
eports, manly exsrclses, and feats of gal-
lnntry and activity a8 show the gentle-
man bettor than musty Greek or Latin, or
1l the perfume, finery and capers of French
wits or petit-malitres,
L BN

1 dere say you have heard of the honter
&nd eportsman's saint and protector, BL
Hubert, and of the noble stag, which ep-
peared to him In the forest, with the holy

-

I BEHELD HIM HANGING BY HIS BRIDLE.

with a fine
grown cherry tree between his
antlers,

I beheld a noble stag

asaleep, gently, and in the ssme proportion
aa the snow had melted away; and what In
the dark I had taken to be & stump of A
little tres appearing above thes asnow, to
which I had tied my horss, proved to havs
been the cross or weather-cock of the
steeplel

Without long conslderation I took one
of my pistols, shot the bridle In two,
brought down the horse and proceeded on
my journey. (lHere the Baron seems to
have forgot his fecllngs; ho should certaln-
have ordered his horse a feed of corn, after
fasting so long.)

He carriad me wall-advancing into the
interior parts of Russla. I found traveling
on horseback rather unfashionsbls in win-
ter, therefore I submitted, as 1 always do,
te the custom of the country, took a eingla
horse sledge, and drove briskly toward St
Potersburg. I ¢&o not exactly recolleot
whather it was in Eastland or Jugeman-
land, but I remember that in the midst of
a dreary forest I spled a terrible wolf mak-
iog after ma with all theo speed of ravenous
winter hunger. He soun overtook me. There
was no possibllity of escaps. Mechanically
I lald mywelf down flat in the eledge, and
let my horse run for our safely. What I
wished, but hardly heped or expected, hap-
pened immediately after. The wolf dld not
mind me in the least, but took & leap over
me, and falllng furlously on the horse, bLe-
gan Instantly to tear and devour the hind-
part of the poor animal, which ran the
faster for his paln and terror. Thus un-
noticed and safe myself, I lifted my head
olyly up, and with horror I beheld that the
wolf had ate his way into the horse’s body;
it was not long before he had falrly forced
himself Intp it, when I took my advantage,
and fell upon him with the butt-end of my
whip.

This unexpected atiack in his rear fright-
enad him so much that he leaped forward
with ail bhis might; the horse's carcass
dropped on the ground, but in his place tha
wolf was In the harness, and I on my part
whipping him continually; we both arrived
in full career eafa to Bt. Petersburg, con-
trary to our respective expectations, and
wvery much to the astonishment of the spec-
tutors,

1 =hall not tire you, gentlemen, with the
polities, arts, eclences and history of this
magnificent metropolis of Raussia, nor
trouble you with the various Intrigues and
pleasant adventures I had In the politer
¢ircles of that country, where the lady of
the house always recelves the visitor with
& dram and a salute. I shall confine my-

crosa between his antlers. I have pald my
bhomege to that saint every year in good
fellowship, and seen this stag a thousand
times either painted In churches, or em-
broldered in the stars of his knights; eo
that, upon the honor and consclence of &
good sportsman, I hardly know whether
thers muy not have besn formerly or
whether there are not such crossed stage
even ot this present day. But let me rather
tell what I have ssen myself, Having one
day spent all my shot, I found myself un-
expeotedly In the presence of a wstately
stag, Jooking at me as unconcernedly as
If he had known of my empty pouches I
charged Immediately with powder, and up-
on it a good handful of cherry-stones, for I
hnd sucked the fruit as far as the hurry
would permit. Thus I let iy at him, and hit
him just on the middls of the forehead, be-
twean his antlers; It stunned him—he stag-
Bered—yet he made off. A year or two
after, belng with s party in the sume foreat,
I beheld & noble etag with a fine grown
cherry-tres above ten feet high between his
antiara,

I !mmediately recollected my former ad-
venture, looked upon him as my property,
and brought him to the ground by one ghot,
which at once gave me the haunch and
cherry-sance; for the tres was covered with
the richest frult, the liks I d never tast-
ed before. Who knows but soms passion-
&te, holy sportsman, or sporting abbot or
bishop, may have shot, planted and fixed
the cross between the antlers of St. Hu-
bert's stag, In a manner similar to thia?
They mnlways have been, and still are,
famous for plantations of crosses and ant-
lers; and In a case of distress or dilemma,
which too often happens to keen sports-
men, one is apt to grasp at anything for
gafety, and to try any expadient rather
than miss ths favorable opportunity, I
have many tfmes found mywself in that try-
ing eltuation.

What do you say of this, for example?
Daylight and powder wers spent one day
in & Polish forest. When I was golng home
a terrible bear made up to ma in great
speed, with open mouth, ready to fall upon
me; all my pockets were searched in an
instant for powder and ball, but in vain; I
found nothing but two spare flints; one I
flung with all my might into the monster's
open jnws, down his throat It gave him
piln and made him turn sbout, so that I
conld level the second at his back-door;
which, Indeed, I dld with wonderful suo-
cess: for it flaw In, met the first flint In the
stomach, struck fire, and blew up the bear
with a terrible explosion. Though 1 oame
eafe off that time, yet I should not wish to
try it sgain, or venture against bears with
no other ammunition.

Thers Is o kind of fatality in it The
flercest and most dangerous animals gener-
ally came upon me when dJdefenseless, as
it they had a notlen or instinotive Intima-
tlon of {t. Thus a frightful wolf rushed
upon me eo suddenly, and so close, that I
could do nothing but follow mechanical in-
stinct, and thrust my fist into his open
mouth. For safety’s sake I pushed on and
on, till my arm was fairly up to the shoul-
der. How eould I disengage myself? I was
not much pleased with my awkward situa-
tion—with a wolf face to face; our ogling
was not of the most pleasant kind. If I
withdrew my arm, then the animal would
fly the more furiously upon me; that I
gaw in his flaming eyes. In short, I lald
hold of his tall, turned him inside out lke
& glove, and flung him to the ground,
where I left him.

The same expedient would not have an-
swered agalnst a mad dog, which soon
after came running against me In & narrow
etreet at Bt. Petersburg. Run who can, I
thought; and to do this the better, I threw
oft my fur cloak, and was safe within doors
in an Instant. T sent my servant for tha
cloak and he put it In ths wardrobs with
my other clothes, The day after I was
amazed tsd frightened by Jack's bawling:

“For God's sake, slr, your fur cloak Is
mad!" I hastened up to him, and found
almost all my clothes tossed about and
torn to pleces. The fellow was perfectly
right in his apprehensions about the fur

“For God sake, sir, your clonk !s mad.”

cloak’s madnpess, I saw him myself jJust
then, falling upon a fine full-dress suit,
which he shook end toesed In an onmercl-
ful manner.

WHEN THAT I WAS AND A LITTLE
TINY BOY.
When that I was and a little tiny boy,
‘WIth hey, ho, the wind and the raln,
A foolish thing was but a toy,
For the raln It raineth every day.

But when I came to man's estate,
With hey, oo, the wind and the raln,
*Gailnst knaves and thleves men shut thelir
Eats,
For the raln It raineth svery day.

But when I came, alasl to wive,
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain,
By swaggering could I never thrive,
For the rain it raineth every day.

But when I came unto my beds,
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain,
With toss-pots still had drunken beada,
For the rain it raineth every day.

A great while ago the world begun,
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain,
But that's all one, our play is dons,
And we'll strive (o pleasa you every day.
. —Shakespears.

ON A P‘ICTUR.EI OF HERO AND LEAN-
DER.

Why, lover, why
Buch a water-rover?
Would she love thes more
For coming half seas over?

Why, lady, why
Bo 1o love with dipping?
Alust a lad of Greece
Come all over dripping?

Why, Cupid, why °*
Make the passage brighter?
Were not any boat
Better than a lighter?

Why, malden, why
Bo Intrusive standing?
AMust thou be on the stalr
When he is on the landing?
—Thomas

| Bt

Willlam the Testy on hearang of the catns-
trophes at Fort Gowd Hoop. For three guod
hours lils ruge was too great for words, or,
rather, the words wers too great for him
(belng a very emall man), and he was near-
Iy choked by the misshapen, nine-cornered
Dutch oaths and epithets which crowded
&t once Into his gullet, At length his words
founid vent, end for three days he kept up a
constant discharge, annthematizing the
Yankees, man, woman and child, for n set
of dieven, schobbejacken, deugenletan,
twistzoekeren, blaes-kaken, loosen-schalken,
kakken-bedden, and a thousand other
names, of which, unfortunately for posterity
history doea not make mentlon. Finally he
swore that he would have nothing more to
do with such a squatting, bundling, guess-
Ing, questioning, swapping, pumpkin-eating,
molnsses-daubing, shingle-splitting, clder-
watering, horse-jockeying, notlon-peddling

craw; that they might stay at Fort Goed
Hoop and rot before he would dirty his
hands by attempting to drive them away;
in proof of which he ordered the new-ralsed
troopa to be marched forthwith into winter

Nearly choked by the misshapened nine-
cornered Dutch oaths,

quarters, although it was not as yeat gquite
midsummer., Great despondency now fell
upon the clty of New Amsterdam. It was
fenred that the conquerors of Fort
Goed Hoop, fushed with victory and
apple brandy, might march on to the
capital, take it by storm, and annex the
whole province to Connectlcut. The name
of Yankea became as terrible among the
Nieuw Nederinnders as was that of Gaul
among the anclent Romans, insomuch that
the good wives of the Manhattoes used It as
e bugbear wherswith to frighten their

unruly chlldren.

Now It came to pass that about this time
thers lived in the Manhattoes a jolly, ro-
bustious trumpeter named Antony Van Cor-
lear, famous for his long wind, and who, as
the story goes, could twang so potently
upon his Instrument that the effect upon all
witnin hearing was llke that gpscribed to
the Scotch bagpipe when It sings right lust-
{ly {' the nose.

This sounder of brass was, moreover, o
lusty bachelor, with a pleasant, burly vis-
age, a long nose and huge whiskers, He
had his lttie bowerle, or retreat, In the
country, where he led a roystering life, giv-
Ing dances to the wives and daugliters of
the burghers of the Manhattoes, Insomuch
that he became a prodigious favorite with
all the women, young and old. He = sald
to have been the first to collect that famous
toll levied on the fair sex ag Kissing Bridge,
on the highway to Hellgate,

To thls sturdy bachelor the eyes of all the
women were turned in this time of durkness
and peril, as the very man to second and
ocarry out the plans of defense of the Gov-
ernor. A kind of petticoat council was then
forthwith held at the Government House, at
which the Governor's lady presided, and
this lady, as has been hinted, belng all po-
tent with the Governor, the result of thess
counclls was the elevation of Antony the
Trumpeter to the post of Commandant of
Windmills and Champlon of New Amster-
dam.

The city being thus fortified and garri-
soned, It would have done one's heart good
to ace the Governor snapping his Mmgers
and fidgeting with delight, as the trumpetar
strutted up and down the remparts twang-
Ing deflance to the whole Yankee race, as
does o modern editor to all the principalities
and powers on the other side of the Atlan-
tie. In the hands of Antony Van Corlear
this windy instrument appeared to him ns
potent as the horn of the paladin Astolpho,
or even the mora clasasle horn of Alecto;
nay, he had almost the temerity to compare
it with the rams’ horns celebrated In Holy
Writ, at the very sound of which the walls
of Jericho fell down.

Boe all this as it may, the apprehensions
of hostilitles from the east gradunlly died

el . et '

Antony Van Corlear.

away. The Yankees mads no further inva-
slon;. nay, they declared they had only
taken possession of Fort Goed Hoop as be-
ing erected within thelr territories. So far
from manifesting hostility, they combined
to throng to New Amsterdam with the most
innocent countenances imaginable, filling
the market with thelr notions, belng as
ready to trade with ths Nederlanders as
aver—and not a whit more prone to get to
the windward of them in & bargaln,

- JIMMY BUTLER
3 AND
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It was in the suminor of '46 that I landed
at Hamilton, fresh s w new pratle Just dug
from the “ould s, and with a Nght heart
and a heavy bundle 1 =20t off for the town-
ship of Bufournid, tiding s toste of a song, a3

merry 8 young fellow as Iver took the road.
Well, I trudged on awl on, past miny o
plisint  ploes,  pleasin® myself wid  the
thought that some doy I might have a plara
of my own, wid a warld of chickens and
ducks and plgs and chllder about the door;
and along In tha after n of the sleond
day 1 got to Buford villuge. A cousin of
ma mother's, one Dennis ¥ Dowd, lived
about sivin mlles from there, and I want-
ed to make his place that night, so T In-
quired the way nt the tavern, and was
lucky to find & man who was goin' part of
the way nn' would show me the way to
find Dennla. Bure ha was very kind Indade,
an’ when I got out of hiis wagon he pointed
me through the wood and tould me to go
stralght south & mile an' a half, and the
first houss would be Dennia's.

“An' you've no time to loss now,” sald
he, “for the sun {s low, and mind you
don't get lost in the woods.”

“Is It lost now,” sald I, *that T'll be
gittin®, an® me uncls as greut a pavigator
as lver ateered a ship across the thrackless
say! Not a bit of it, though Pm oblecged
to ye for your kind asdvice, and thank yes
for the ride.”

An' with that he drove off an' left me
alone. 1 shosldered mo bundie bravely, an’
whistlin® a bit of tune for company like, I
pushed Into the bush. Well, I went a long
way over bogs, and turnin’ round among
the bush an' trees tlil I began to think I
must ba well nigh to Dennis’s. Bui, bnd
cess to It! all of a sudden I cama out of tho
wood at the very |dentleal spot where I
started In, which I knew by an ould
crotched tres that seemed to be standin' on
its head and kickin' up Its heels 1o maks
divarsion of me, By this time It was grow-
In' dark, and as thers was no time to
lose, I started In a second time, determined
to keep stralght south this time and no mis-
take. I got on bravely for a while, but och
hone! och hone! It got so dark I couldn't
see the trees, mnd I bumped me nose and
barked me shins, while the miskatles bit
me hands and face to a blister; an' after
tumblin' and stumblin® around till I was
falrly bamfoozled, I sat down on a log, all
of a trimble, to think that I was lost In-
tirely, an' that maybe s llon or some other !
wild craythur would devour me before
morning.

Just then I heard momebody a long way
off say, “Whip poor WIllI" “Bedad,” sez I,
“I'm glad that {t Isn't Jamie that's got to
take It, though It seems IU's more In sor-
row than {n anger they are doin' it. or why
should they say, '‘poor WiHI? an' gure they
can't be Injin, haythin, or naygur, for It's
plaln English they're afther spakin’. Maybe
they might help me out o' this' so I
shouied at the top of my volce, *A lost
mun!” Thin I listened. Presently an an-
BWLEr cama.

“Who? Whoo? WhoooT"

“Jamle Butler, the walver!™ sez 1. as
loud as I could roar, an' enatchin® up me
bundle and stick, I started In the direc-
tlon of the volce. Whin I thought I had
got near the place I stopped and shouted
again, A lost man!"”

“Who! Whoo! Whooo!"" sald o volce right
ove: my head.

“Bure,” thinks I, "it's a mighty quare
place for a man to be at this time of night;
maybe [t's some settler scrapin’ sugar oft
o sugar-bush for the children’s breakfast
in the mornin’. But where’'s Wil and the
rest of them?" All this wint through me
head like a flash, an® thin I answered his
inquiry,

“Jumle Butler, the walver,” sez I: “and
If it wouldn't inconvanlence yer honaor,
would yez be kind enough to step down
and show me the way to the house of Den-
nls O'Dowd?*

“Who! Whoo! Whooo!"" sez he.

“Dennis O'Dowd.” sez I, civil enough,
“and a dacent man he Is, and first cousin
to me own mother."

“Who! Whoo' Whooo!" sez he agaln.

“Me mother!” sez I, “and as fine a wom-
an as iver peeled a blled pratle wid her
thumb nall, and her malden name wns
Molly McFiggin.”

“Who! Whoo! Whoool”

“Paddy McFiggin! bad luck to your decaf
ould head, Paddy McFlggin, I say—do ye
hear that? An' he was the tallest man in
all County Tipperary, excipt Jim Doyle, the
blacksmith."

“Who! Whoo! Whooo!"

“Jim Doyle, the blacksmith,” sez I, “ye
good for nothin® blaggard naygur, and if
yez don’t come down and show me the way
this min‘t, I'll elimb up thers and break
every bone in your skin, ye spalpeen, so
gure as me name Is Jimmy Butler!"”

“Who! Whoo! Whooo!" sez he, as Im-
pldent ns ever,

I sald niver a word, but lavin' down me
bundle, and takin’' me stick In me teeth,
I begnn to climb the tres. Whin I got
among the branches 1 looited quietly
around till I saw & palr of big eyes just
forninst me.

“Whist,”” sez I, "and I'll let him have
a taste of an Irish stick.,” and wid that I
let drive and lost me balance an' came
tumblin® to the ground, nearly breakin®
me neck wid the fall. Whin I cams to
me sinsis I had a very sore head wid a
lump on it llke & goose egg, and half of
me Bunday coat-tall torn off Intirely. I
gpoke to the chap In the tree, but could
git niver an answer, at all, at all

Bure, thinks I, he must have gons home
to rowl up his head, for by the powers 1
didn't throw me atick for nothin’.

Well, by this time the moon was up
and I could ses s little, and I determined
to maks ons more sffort to reach Dennis's.
I wiot on csutiously for a whils, an’ thin
I heard a bell. "Sure,” sez I, “I'm comin’
to a settlement now, for I hear the church
bell.” I kept on toward the sound till I
came to an ould cow wid a bell on. Ehe
started to run, but I was too quick for her,
and got her by ths tall and hung on, think-

in’ that maybe shs would take me out of the
woods. On we wint, llke an ould country

steeple-chase, till, sure enough, we came
out to a clearin’ and a houss In sight wid a
light in it. Bo, leaving the ould cow puffin’
and blowin’ in & shed, I went to the house,
and es luck would have it, whose should
it bs but Dennlis’s.

He gave me & raal Irfsh welcome, and
introduced me to his two daughtfrs—as
purty a palr of girls as iver ye clapped an
eye on. But whin I tould him my ad-
venturs in tha woods, and about the fellow
who made fun of me, they all laughed and
roared, and Dennis said It was an owl

“An ould what?’ sez L

“Why, an owl, a bird,"” sea he,

*Do you tell me now?’ sez 1. *Sure it's
& quare country and a quare bird."”

And thin they all laughed again, till at
1ast I laughed myself, that hearty llke, and
dropped right into & chalr between the two
purty girls, and the ould chap winked at
me and reoared agalin.

Dennils Is me father-In-law now, and he
often yet delights to tell our children about

thelr daddy’s adventure wid the owl

CARD
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Cup!d and my Campaspa played

At cards for kisses—Cupld pald;

He stakes his quiver, bow and arrows,
Hia mother's doves, &nd team of sparrows;
Loses them 1oo; then down he throws

The coral of hiz lip, the rose

AR KIfEf

With these, the erystal of his brow,
And then the dimple of his chin:
All thesa 414 oy Campaspe win.

At lnst ha set her both his eyes,
Sha won, and Cupld hiind did rise.
O Love! has she done this to thee?
What shall, alas! become of ael?

Growing on's cheek (but none knows how); —Lyty.
Let them ogle and sigh
They could pe're cateh Ner oye;
EBo bashful the Widow Malone,
Ohionel

To the Terrestrial Globe.
By a Miserable Wretch.
Roll on, thou hall, roll on!
Through pathless realms of space
101l on!
What though I'm in a sorry caze?
What though I cannot meet my blli=?
What though I suffer toothache's ilis?
What though I swallow countless plis?
Never you mind:
Roll onl

Roll on, thou ball roll onl
Through =ens of Inky air
Roll en!

It's true I've got no shirts to wear;
It's true my butcher’s bill Is due;
It'=s true my prospects all lIonk bluey
But don’t let that unsettle you!l

Never you mindl

Roll on!
—W. B. Glibert.

The Widow Malone.

[ DA ye hear of the Widow Malone,

Ohonel
TWho lived in the town of Athlone

Alone?
Oh. she melted the hearts
0Of the swalns In them ports;
So lovely -the Widow DMalone,

Ohonel
So lovely the Widow Malone
Of lovers she had a full score,

Or more;
And fortunes they all had galore

In store;

From the minister down
To the clerk of the Crown,
All wers courting the Widow Malone,
Ohonel
All were courting the Widow Aalone
But so modest was Mre. Malone,
'Twas Known.

That no one could see her alone,
Ohonel

THE MARRIAGE OF THE FROG AND THE MOUSE

: Never thought of a slmper or ®gh;

Bo bashful the Widow Malone,
Till one Mister O'Bri=n from Clars,

How quarel
*Tig little for blushing they care

Down there;
Put his arm round her walst,
Gave ten kisses at Jaste,
And says he, “You're my Moily Malone,

My own™

Bays hs, You'rs my Molly Malone."”

And the widow they all thought so shy—
My eyed

For why?
“Oh, Luciusl™ said she,
“Bince ye've now made so fres,
You may marry your Mary Malone,
Your owmg
You may marry your Mary Malome™
There's & moral contained in my song,

Not wrongy - |
And one comfort it's not very long, .
If for widows you dls, ]

Learn to kiss—mot to sigh,
For they're all like swoet mistress Malonel
Ohonael
Oh, they're all lke sweet Mistress Maloned
—Charies Laver,

At the Bign of the Three Jolly
Pigeons.
L+t schoolmasters puzzle their brain,
With grammar, and nonsense, and lesrn-
ing;
Goud liquor, I stoutly fnaintatn,
Glves genus a better discerning.
Lat them brag of thelr heathenish gods,
Thelr Letheys, their Styxes, and Stygiansg -
Thelr quis, and thelr quoes, and their quods
They’'re all but a parcel of plgeons.
Toroddle, toroddls, toroll.

‘When Methodist preachers coms down,
A preaching that drinking is sinful,
I'll wager the rascals a
They always preach best with a skin-full
But when you come down with your pence,
For a slice of thelr scurvy religion, ,
Tl leave it to all men of senss, |
But you, my good friend, are the pigeon. 1
Toroddle, toroddis, toroll

1 it b el £

Then come, put the jorum about,
And Jet us be merry and clever;
Our hearts and our llquors are stout,
Here's the Three Jolly Plgeons for everl
Let soms cry up woodcock or hare,
Your bustards, your ducks, and your wide
gecns,
But of all ths birds in the alr, H
Here's a health to the Thres Jolly 3
Figeons!
Toroddle, toroddls, toroll
—Goldsmith.

Heh nonny nol ]
Men are fools that wish to alel L
Is't not fine to dance and aing

When the bells of death do ring?

Is't not fins to swim in wine

And turn vpon the toe

And sing hey nonny no,

When the winds blow and the seas flow?

Hey nonny no!
—014 Song.

The frog would a-woolng ride,
Bword and buckler by his side.

It was the frog In the well,
Humbledum, humbledum,
And the merry mouse in the mill,
Tweedle, tweedle, twino,

The frog would a-woolng ride
Sword and buckler by his sida.

‘When he upon his high horse set,
His boots they shone as black as jst.

When he came to the merry mill-pin—
“Lady Mouss, been you within?”

Then came out the dusty mouse:
“I am Lady of this houge:

Hast thou any mind of me?T™
*T have ¢'en great mind of thea™

w.ﬁnmm—hr

“Our Lord which is the rat.®
*What shall we have to our supper?™
"Threa beans In & pound of butter.”

When supper they were s,
The frog, the mouss, and o'en the raty

Then cams in Gib, our cat,
And catched the mouse o’en by the back

Than 414 they separate, '
And the frog leaped on the floor so flat.

Then came in Dick our drake,
And dmmme'mhmm

The rat run up the wall,
Humbledum, humbledumy

A goodly company, the Devil go with alll
Tweedle tweedle twina, g




